
THE MOST STARTLING NOUEL YET, WHICH HAS TAKEN RWRY LONDON'S BREATH.
A NOVEL has just appeared In Lon¬

don that has fairly taken the breath
of that not very squeamish town.

Vague references to it in the English
papers have fired curiosity in this country;
but nothing definite concerning the char¬
acter of the book could be learned up to

the present time, when the Journal has se¬

cured the advance sheets through the cour¬

tesy of the American publishers, Messrs.
H. S. Stone & Co., of Chicago, who will
bring it out immediately.
And now, after a carcful examination of

the three hundred foreign-printed pages, it

Is not easy to give any adequate idea of

the work within the sp^ce of a cauple of
columns. The scheme of the author is so

flaring that it cannot be grasped at a

glance, and his treatment of it is so de¬

liberate, so delicate and so subtle that

any bald outline of it must do it

great injustice. There are not many

persons who can hear without a spark
of horrified repulsion that the author
has taken as a subject the coming of the
new Messiah, and that he has chosen for
a heroine a girl who believes herself to be

the medium of the miracle of the Immacu¬
late Conception. Yet there is no other way

of saying in a few words what the author
has done, with such reverence as almost

justifies his laying hands on holy things
and with such literary art as will go far
toward making the irreligious forget all

about the motive of the fascinating work.

It is called "Without Sin," and the
name of the author is Martin J. Tritchard,
a name unknown in this country, and ap¬
parently now known for the first time in

England. The scene of the story Is cast
in London, in the very centre, strange to

say, of the most decadent society of this
decadent century. The idle fine ladies and

gentlemen who flock to the shop of a Jew
art dealer in search of fresh sensations
find their jaded fancy more stirred by the
beauty of the old Jew's granddaughter
than by any other treasure in his posses¬
sion. Her entrance turns the attention of
the Duke of Grandchester and Lady St.
Cyprien from a Madonna which they are

thinking of buying. "Lady St. Cyprien
turned sharply round and found a tall,
slight figure, that of a half-grown girl of
about fifteen, standing almost at her elbow.
The child wore a simple gown of fine
white wool, shirred at the throat and
wrists and falling in straight folds ovet
the budding bosom and slender hips almost
to the ankles. A fiat hat of golden-hued
Leghorn straw was tilted back from her
face and permitted the sinking sun to fling
fierce rays across the flawless velvet of
her fair skin and the pale yellow locks
that curled about her long throat. In her
hands was clasped a loose bunch of wine-
colored rbses which half in shy doubt she
still held out toward her grandfather."
His grace touched her ladyship's arm:

"There is your Virgin's face.the likeness,
is extraordinary."
This Strikes the keynote of the stdry.

The child has often been told of her re¬

semblance to the Holy Mother, and the
thought gradually .takes complete posses¬
sion of her imagination. It is not possible
here to convey any idea of the artistic de-
v-'opment of the girl's character from the

'ing, unworldly child who lives alone
dusky pictures, Into a dreamy, vis¬

ionary maiden who seemed to have no place
in the world.
"Her temperament was of too highly

organized and neurotic a type, her im¬
agination too much thrown back on itself
by lack of sympathy and companionship,
not ±o seek their favorite food amid the
thousand objects of value and interest
around her. Where a healthier-minded child
would have found infinite joy in dismem-
beiftic a box of toys, little Mary Levinge
wotUd curl up on the floor at the foot of
a great bureau or ample chair, and would
weave a thousand vague romances about
the man or woman who might have owned
it. Knowing little of her own great faith
beyond the merest outward forms, her re-
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" 'Yes; It is a bit of a twister, that atti- light." When Rosie is ready for the street,
tude, but you know I always* like to go
one better than the others, apd this beats
the Solomon girl.'
" 'You mean "Salome," Rosie.'
" 'Perhaps I do, but any way they'll all

know who sat for the temptress party at
the first glance. Rosie Graves all over!
they'll say, and wont I have a crow over
the other models at the Academy private
view ?'
" 'Well, they wont be far out, will they?'

said Mayne, with a light laugh at the girl's
social ambition, glancing from the figure
on the canvas to the form of the girl in
the chair. With a tardy sense that she
was not at work, Rosie drew the folds of
the fur about her.
"Mayne with light touches worked on

the dark background
as slie sat and chat¬
tered.
" 'For goodness'

sake, give me a cig¬
arette, or smoke your-
jself.' said Rosie Graves
suddenly. 'This place
of yours is beastly
close this morning.'
"Mayne laid down

his brushes, and,
drawing out a small
silver cigarette case

from h i s pocket,
tossed it to the model.
" 'What rubbishly

little things!" is h e

cried with contempt,
helping herself.
" 'Y e s, they are

small, and you're only
going to get one of
them to-day.'
" 'Why so stingy?"
" 'I'm not stingy,

my dear; you can take
them all, but you
mustn't smoke more

than one here. A lady
is coming to sit pres¬
ently, and I don't sup¬
pose she'd care to find
the studio reeking of
smoke," replied
Mayne.
"A malicious gleam

crept into the depths
of Rosie Graves's vel¬
vety brown eyes, and
the corners of her full
scarlet mouth curled
with glee.
" 'Ha! ha! that's

why the place is all
fixed up with flowers;
I thought you hadn't
been out buying lilies
for me.'
" 'I buy flowers

for one, Rosie,
and you know it,'
said Mtfyne, assum¬

ing the austerity of
the pictured saint
before him.
"Then, glancing at

the clock, he hurries
the model in her
preparations for de¬

parture, for he does
not wish Mary and
Lady St. Cyprien to
find her there. Me
moved about slowly
rearranging t h o

white lilies which

she insists upon being kissed before she
will consent to go, and there is a scuffle
that leaves Mayne flushed and excited.
" 'Miss Levinge,' announced the servant,
and, as Rosie Graves whisked her pale
blue skirts through a side-door, Eliot
Mayne advanced to meet his sftter.
"Mary, in a' cool white linen gown and

simple, broad-leaved hat, entered alone,
bringing into the bizarre affectations and
false art of the studio, now heavy with
th,e mingling odors of lilies and the aro¬
matic vapor of the burning incense, a deli¬
cious atmosphere of pure morning fresh¬
ness.
" 'You are still determined to pose f6r

the whole picture. Miss Levinge?' said
Mayne, turning the just begun portrait

JOHN RUSKIN IN THE TWILIGHT.
(From the only protograph taken of the Sage of Coniston In many years.)

An excellent portrait of John Ruskin has
just been published in London, and is re¬

produced here. It gives a fine idea of the
great critic's appearance in his old age.
In that handsome, earnest face we can

feel the genius and enthusiasm which have
done so much to help the modern world to
an appreciation of the beautiful. If it is
weakened by old age, it is also softened in
a very charming manner.

The photographer has caught the mas¬

ter as the. gray twilight plays over his

snowy beard and among the silvered locks
of his hair.

Looking at the portrait, with the" magnifi¬
cent, venerable head and the thoughtful at¬
titude, one is reminded of a passage which
Mr. Ruskin wrote in the Winter of 1878,
after he had been busy on his "Jsotes" on

Turner's water-colors:
"I raise my eyes to those Coniston Fells,

and see them at this moment imaged in
their lake, in quietly reserved and perfect
similitude, the sky cloudless above them,
cloudless beneath, and two level lines of
blue vapor drawn across their sun-lighted
and russet moorlands, like an azure fesse
across a golden shield."

stood erejt in vases of Japanese bronze
in every corner of the studio. From
among the dim shadows cast all about
the wide fireplace by a baldachino of early
Italian inlay work, the flowers gleamed
out like great shining stars, while beneath
the big north window they had been ar¬

ranged, with mediaeval stiffness, in a long
row of mediaeval blossoms, that looked
creamily transparent against the brilliant

of Mary, as the Holy Virgin, toward the
light.
" 'Yes, if you please, Mr. Mayne. I

should like the whole picture to be really
me. I think Mr. Bawdon would wish it,
too/ and I shall not at all mind sitting.'

" 'I will make it as easy for you as

possible. We will begin as soon as you
have changed your dress for the one

which you will find in this room.'

"A little later Mary came out of the
dressing-room transformed from the young
lady of to-day into a mediaeval maiden.
Het unbound hair hung like a curtain of
spun gold about the bare shoulders and
open throat, where it made corn-colored
shadows. She wore a straight gown of
soft white woollen material that fell in
simple pleats from the low-eut round neck¬
band to her sandalled feet. A high-backed
chair was her seat upon the artist's
throne. 'Across her knees, so deliciously
outlined by the drapery, Mayne laid
great sheaf of heavy scented lilies, and
around her feet they were clustered with
such art that she herself seemed to be one
of thetn, growing upward in a very cloud
of perfume. In her right hand she held
sceptre-wise a tall green rod crowned with

one blossom. I t
.gleamed against the
pale gold threads of
her hair like frosted
silver, and the petals
brushed the pure out¬
line of her cheek."
She herself is all

unconscious of her
own beauty. She has
entered upon the sit¬
ting with the fervor
of reverence. Her
gray eyes see nothing
but a vision of the
One Blessed anion;;
women; her ears hear
nothing but the sing¬
ing of angels and the
formless suggestion
of her own innocent
imagination. "Her
silence annoyed
Mayne singularly.
That a pretty woman
should flout one of
his compliments he
was neither fool nor
coxcomb enough tc
mind as a rule. But
to-day he was nervous
and vaguely Irritable.
The heavy perfume
of flowers, the sickly
odor of the incense,
and the sweet Spring,
all which made the
birds build, and the
leaves and blossoms
break, warmed the
blood in liis veins, till
his hand' grew rest¬
less and his brain
fantastic. The charm
of the temptress he
had been painting
was over him, and' be¬
tween the virgin on
which he worked and
the sitter there float¬
ed the large, luscious
red lips t>f the Lisa of
long ago, and the
smooth, warm pink
skin and ideal out¬
lines of Rose. A
hundred times he
only cleared his
throbbing brain by
resting his burning
eyes on the incarna¬
tion of young girl¬
hood before him,
but a hundred times
Lisa and Rose
mocked at him from
the picture.
"Once as he looked
up he caught sight
of the St. Anthony's

Temptation, on which he had been working
an hour back. It was so turned that only
he could see it, and the flesh tints of the
temptress gleamed from the misty back¬
ground like a living woman.

"Again he looked at his sitter. She was
still enwrapped in her own thoughts and
so Immovable that the drapery over her
bosom did not stir. How sweet in expres¬
sion she was, how plaintive, and how like

a child's was the sad droop of her mouth;
and yet how exquisitely womanly, how
desirable was that full line of her throat
and the nascent curve of her bosom! How
false, he -thought, was his art compared
to nature, as he realized that it is purity
that is the tempter.
"Sharply he turned his gaze away, to see

Rose smiling at him from that other can¬

vas, while her outstretched dimpled hands
seemed to point at Mary and force his
eyes back to her.
'"Was she asleep? Her bead lay against

the tall back of the chair, the pallor of
her cheek was. shadowed only by her
lowered lashes. The hand that but a mo¬
ment since had held the sceptre of maiden¬
hood hung nerveless at her side, and the
lilies had fallen from her knees all bruised
to the floor.
Half curious, half frightened, he ad¬

vanced and touched her shoulder gently(
as though to waken her, but she did not
move. He raised her soft fingers, but no

pulse answered to his own. He laid one
hand above her heart, almost fearful that
it had ceased to beat, but it throbbed
feebly under his lingering touch, and he
knew then that she had swooned. The cloy¬
ing sweetness of her much-loved flowers had
strangled her and blanched her lips and
cheeks to their own stainless pallor. He
raised her in his arms and carried her to
the couch in the alcove. As he laid her
down her gold hair made an aureole of
faint light about the whiteness of her face.
A spray of lilies he had caught up with
her fell crushed and dying to the ground.
"She did not move, and scarcely seemed

to breathe. He went hastily to the door,
intent on summoning aid. ^Ie hesitated.
'Would there be gossip and talk if he
called?" he asked himself. His fingers,
made nerveless by indecision, fell upon the
key instead of the handle he had sought.
Once again he paused, then slowly tQrned
the key, and went back on tiptoe to where
she lay, white among the cushions as a

drift of pure snow in the purple hollows of
the hills."
Consistently, elaborately and with much

literary art the author evolves the tragedy.
No less space than the many pages he
gives to it, and no words less subtle than
he uses can realize the vision that th<j
long fainting fit becomes in the girl's semi¬
consciousness, but a few paragraphs may
be quoted.
" 'When.when did you realize this

thing?' said Lady St. Cyprien presently
when she could find words.
" 'About two hours ago. At first.at first I

thought I should have died.with joy."
Heedless of the horror and alarin which

g,rew in Lady St. Cyprien's dark eyes, Mary
went on speaking.
"for I knew the sign had been vouch¬

safed to me; that all fears and doubts were

dispelled forever; that a nation's supplica¬
tions were to be answered in God's good
time."
She spoke very gently, the words drop¬

ping so slowly from her parting lips that
she might have been In dreamland.
Lady St. Cyprien's voice was husky and

rough, and she had to clear her throat
twice before she could whisper:
"What do you mean, Mary?"'
The girl rose to her feet. Her form di-

iated, he* faee glowed, as from an Inner fire,
her eyes grew mystic, as though they had
gazed into the very heart of heaven itself.
"I mean that the God of my forefathers

has been good and merciful; that he has
hearkened to the prayers of my outcast
people; that He has vouchsafed the desire
of a despised race, and that henceforth the
love of man is not for me. For I am that
woman of whom the Prophet Isaiah has
spoken."
She puts her meaning into still more un¬

mistakable words, and Lady St. Cyprien
chn only believe that the girl is" mad, the
victim of religious mania.
When the news.whic^ the girl herself

spreads through the drawing rooms that

she frequents.reaches the ears of the wom¬
en of her own race, it is differently re¬
ceived, and the scene in which she is en¬
trapped into giving them a chance to speak
their mind contains some of the strongest
writing in the book.
The air in the hot, vulgar drawing-room

grew heavy. No one moved but Mrs. Dan
Goidschmidt, who settled herself in her
chair, prepared to thoroughly enjoy soipe-
thing which would be even better fun than
higher philosophy.
Mrs. Cohen shut her fan. cleared her

throat and began:
"My dear Mary, we were all friends of

your poor, dear grandfather, and. since his
death we have taken considerable interest
in you and much thought for your welfare,
though you have so openly cut yourself
adrift from us all, and have shown an un¬
due preference for the society of those who
are not of our ancient faith."
Mrs. Nathaniel Lemon, who considered

all Christians outcasts, sighed piously. Mrs.
Goidschmidt sniggered into her hankerchief.
Mary colored slightly.
"Lord and Lady St. Cyprien were faithful

patrons of my grandfather, and have been
kind to me since my .childhood."
"Their friendship does not seem to have

done you much good lately,", said Mrs.
Mossenthal, sourly.
The. coarse insinuation struck home. Mary

flushed scarlet, and-, putting down her tea¬
cup, attempted to rise, but Mrs. Cohen laid
a hot, heavy hand on her arm and kept her
in her seat. ,

"Now, Mary, you are not going to leave
this house before we, who are all old family
friends, have pointed out to you the disre¬
pute and scandal you are bringing upon
your people. Oh, my dear, you needn't look
as though you didn't understand what I
meant. We all know what .has happened,
and what is going to happen."

It was curious to watch tile women's dflr
Eastern faces, as they gathered round th
prey, shed every shadow of the veneer

Western civilization, acquired with s

pains through the long centuries. T
were suddenly transformed into the bft",.
nosed, cruel, brainless animals who peep
from the latticed windows, or lurk in the

dusky doorways of Syriaii townships and
Mauresque hamlets.

In the merciless words that pelted her like
stones, they let in the world's opinion upon
her soul. "With the blood rushing to her
face ns though she had been struck, she rose

to her feet, looking so grandly tall in her
Slender height, so royally simple in her

straight white robe, among these large-
boned,, over-dressed Jewesses.
"What man, you say? You believe I have

a lover.because I am going to give to the
world the earthly embodiment of spirit?
Are-you so forgetful of our old beliefs, so

Ignorant of the tenets of our grand re¬

ligion, that you will not understand? Have
the prophets taught In vain, and the books
they have written been read to deaf ears?
You are Jewesses.daughters of an outcast
race.a scattered nation. Have you no

credence in the promise of our God, who
has sworn to lead us to our own again?
Have you no pride of birth that makes

you yearn for the countries and the cities
which once were yours by rip' ? of cor

quest? Do you none of you
hold your children'" ch"dren numbf
and honored among the nations of the
world? Ah! you are wilfully blind, in that
you will not see that the great fulfilment
of the prophet's word is at hand. You
are obstinately deaf when you will not
hear that our God and the God of our
fathers is about to redeem the promise made
to us, in the hour of our most just pun¬
ishment.and that I.I who speak 10 yu
now.have been chosen as the poor instru¬
ment for your salvation."

It would not be fair to the author, to
the publisher, or to the reader to try to
tell how this astonishing story is wrought
out. But It may be said that what might
be expected as the natural climax is not
the climax, and that the tale passes far
beyond it. always along entirely unexpect¬
ed' lines, with steadily increasing Interest,
to a conclusion, eminently satisfactory ar.d
artistic. G. P.

Stofie Coffin of Richard III.

CHAPTER XVI.
unpleasant CAPRICES

OP ROYALTY; IN¬
TRODUCTION OF

printing;

H ENRY VI. left no
royal record worth
remembering, save

the establishment of Eton
and King's'Colleges. Ed¬
ward IV., who began his
reign In 1461, was bold
and active. / Queen Mar¬
garet's army of sixty
thousand men which at¬
tacked him was defeated
and half ber forces
was slaughtered, no quar¬
ter being given.
His title was now con¬

firmed, and Margaret fled
to Scotland. Three years
later she attempted again

to secure the throne
through the aid of Louis

XI., but failed. Henry, who
had been in concealment, was

no<y confined in the Tower, as

shown in ithe engraving. Edward's
marriage was not satisfactory, and,

as he be.stowed all the offices on his
wife's relatives, Warwick deserted him

and espoused the cause of Queen Mar¬
garet. He had no trouble in raising an army

and compelling lydward to flee. Henry
was taken from the Tower and crowned
King of England, his rights having been recog-

- nized by Parliament. Warwick and his son-in-
law, the Duke of Clarence, brother to

Henry VI. Impressed Edward IV., were made regents, there¬

in the Tower fore' la 1471- pefore the year was out-
however, the taDles were again turned,

and Henry found himself once more in his old quarters in the Tower. War¬
wick was soon defeated and slain, and on the same day Margaret and her
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son Edward landed in England. Sbe and Edward were' defeated and taken
prisoners at Tewkesbury, and the yonng prince cruelly put to death by the
Dukes of Clarence and Gloucester, brothers of Edward IV. Margaret was

placed in the Tower, and a day or two after Henry died mysteriously
there, it is presumed at the hands of Gloucester, who was socially an un¬

pleasant man to meet after dark.
Margaret died in France, in 1482, and the Lancastrians gave up all hope.

Edward, feeling kgain secure, at the lustigation of his younger brother,
Richard, Duke of Gloucester, caused Clarence, the other brother, to be put
to death, and then began to give his entire attention to vice, never allow¬
ing his reign to get into his rum or interfere.with it.

He was a very handsome man, but died, in 1483, of what the historian
calls a distemper.
Some say he died
of heart failure
while sleeping off
an attack of
coma. Anyway,
he turned up his
comatose, as one

might say, and
passed on from a

spirituous life to

a spiritual 'one,
such as It may
be. He was a

counterfeit sov¬

ereign.
In 1474 the first

book was printed
In England, and
more attention
was then paid to
spelling. William
Caxtoii printed
this book.a work
on chess. The
form of the
types came from
Germany, and
was used till
James I. Intro¬
duced the Roman
type. James I.
took a great in¬
terest in plain
and ornamental
job printing, and
while trying to
pick a calling
card out of the
jaws of a crude job press in the early years of his reign, contributed a
royal thumb to this restless emblem of progress and civilization. (Sec il¬
lustration.)

The War of the Roses having destroyed the nobility, times greatly Im¬
proved, and Industry was declared constitutional.

Edward V. at twelve years of age became king, and his uncle Dick, Duke
of Gloucester, became Protector. As such he was a disgrace, for he pro¬
tected nobody but himself. The young king and his brother, the Duke of
York, were placed in the Tower, and their uncle, Lord Hastings, and sev¬
eral other effective partisans, on the charge of treason, were executed in
1483. He then made arrangements that he should be urged to accept the
throne, and with a coy and reluctant grace peculiar to this gifted assassin,
he caused himself to be proclaimed Richard III.

Richard then caused the young princes to be smothered in their beds, in
what is now called the Bloody Tower. The Duke of Buckingham was at

James I. Contributing Mis Mite to the Advancement of Knowledge.

first loaded with honors in return for his gory assistance; but even he be¬
came disgusted with the wicked usurper, and headed a Welsh rebellion.
He was not successful, and, in 1483, he received a slight testimonial from
the king.

Iticlinrd now espoused his niece, daughter of Edward IV., and in order
to make the home nest perfectly free from social erosion, he caused his
consort, Anne, to be poisoned. Those who believed the climate around the
throne to be bracing and healthful had a chance to change their views In a

land where pea-soup fog can never enter. Anne was the widow of Edward,
whom Richard slew at Tewkesbury..

Every one felt that Richard was a disgrace to the country, and Henry,
Earl of Richmond, succeeded In defeating and slaying the usurper on Bos-

worth Field, in
1485, when Henry
was crowped on
the battlefield.
Richard was

burled at Leices¬
ter; but during
the reign of Hen¬
ry VIII., when
the monasteries
were destroyed,
Richard's body
was e-ihumed and
his stone coffin
used for many
years In that
town as a horse
trough.
Shakespeare

and the histo¬
rians give an un¬

pleasant impres¬
sion regarding
Richard's person¬
ality, but tWs
was done in the
Interests of the
Tudors, perhaps.
He was highly in¬
telligent, and If
he had given less
attention to usur¬

pation, would
have been more

popular.
Under the ad¬

ministrations of
the houses of

Lancaster and York serfdom was abolished, as the slaves who were armed
during the War of the Roses woifld not submit again to slavery after they
had fought for their country.

Agriculture suffered, and some of the poor had to subsist upon acorns
and wild roots. During those days Whlttlngton was thrice Lord Mayor of
London, though at first only a poor boy. Even in the land of lineage this
poor lad, with a cat and no other means of subsistence, won his way to
fame anjl. fortune.

The manufacture of wool encouraged the growing of sheep, and, In 1455,
silk began to attract attention.

During his reign Richard ha<J known what It was to need money, and
the rich merchants and pawnbrokers were familiar with his countenance
when he came after ofiice hours to negotiate a small loaai.

Printing may be regarded as the most valuable discovery during th>se
bioody years, showing that Peace hath her victories no less than War, an i
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from this art came the most powerful and
Implacable enemy to Ignorance and its at¬
tendant crimes that Progress can call its
own. No two authors spelled alike at that
time, however, and the literature of the
day was characterized by the most start¬
ling originality along that line.
The drama began to bud, and the chief

roles were taken by The
clergy. They acted Bi- ^
ble scenes interspersed
with local witticisms,
and often turned away
money.
Afterward followed

what were called Moral
Plays, in which the bad
man always suffered in¬
tensely on a small sal¬
ary.
The feudal castles dis¬

appeared, and new and
more airy architecture
succeeded them. A better class of furniture also followed; but It wai

very thinly scattered through the rooms, and a ptfrson on rising from his
bed in the night would have some difficulty in falling over anything. TidlPs
on the chairs were unknown, and there was only tapestry enough to get
along with in a sort of hand-to-mouth way.

Death of Buckingham.

(TO BE CONTINUED NEXT SUNDAY.)


